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Autolycus Song 

Blow, blow, thow Winter wind 
Where the Bee sucks 

The Fovester's Song 

If awe make me Forsworn 
Joy on, jog on 

Oome unto these Yellow Sands 
Sume glory in their Birth 


For the Rain it raineth every day 


Art thow God to Shepherd turned ? 


Plumpy Bacchus 

When Icicles hang by the Wall 
And let me the Canakin clink 
Tt was a Lover and his Lass 


Now the hungry Lion roars 


Sigh RO MOC, Ladies 

And will he not come ayarn ? 
Cupid Asleep 

Under the Greenwood Tree 

Over ITill, over Dale 

Slecpestor wakest thou. 

As w decrepit Futher takes delight 
Hurk! Hark! the Lark 
Calibaws Song 

Come away, come away, Death 
You spotted Snakes 

Who ws Silvia? 

Lhe Poor Soul sat sighing 

Fear no more the heat o° the Sun 


Crabbed Aye and Youth 


Autolycus’ Song. 


Lawn. as whilé as driven snow : re: 
Cyprus, black as cer was crow: vi 


Gledes. as sweel as damask reses: } 4 
Masks for faces, and for noses : Gh 
[Sugqle-bracelef, necklace-amber, by 
Perfume fer a lady's chamber : i, 


Golden quoifs and slémachers, 
Ror my lads fo give their dears ' 
Pins and poking-slicks of steel : 
What maids lacls from head fo heel : 
Come. buy of me, cone; come buy. conjc buy: 
Jouy lads, or else your lasses cry , come buy. 
Winter's Tale, Act iv. Scene 3. 
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Teigh. ho ! sing heigh. ho! unfo the green hol 


Blow, blow, thou Winter Wind. 


[dlow. blow. thou winléer wind. 
Phou arl nol so unkind 

J\s man's ingralilude : 
Thy loolh is nol so keen. 
Jdccause thou arl nol seen, 


A\lihough thy brealh be rude. 
ly : 


Mos! {ricndship 1s [eiqning. mosl lowing mere folly | 


Then. heigh, ho ! the holly | 
his life is mosl jolly | 
Preeze, [reeze, Ihou billér sky. 
Thal dos! nol bilé so nigh. 

J\s benefils forgol : 
Though hou the waleérs warp, 
Thy sling is nol so sharp 

s friend remenyber'd nol. 
[leigh, ho ! Se. 


As You Like It, Act ti. Scene 6. 


Where the Bee Sucks. 


* Where thé bee sucks, there suck 1; 
btoetaiie Shell Iles 
Vbere I couch When ewls do cry, 
Qn thé bal’s back | do fly. 
After summer, merrily : 
(Merrily, merrily, shall | lide now, 
Ander the blossom that hangs on the bough. 


Tempest, Act v. Scene \. 
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What shall be have, that killed the deer? 
His leathér skin, and horns fo wear. 
Then sing him heme : 
Lake thou no scorn, fo wear the horn ; 
If Was a crest, ere thou wast born. 
Thy father’s father weee il : 
And thy father bore it: 
Lhe hern, the bern, the lusty hern, 
Is not a thing lo laugh lo scorn. 
As you Like it, Act iv. Scene 2. 


If Love make me Forsworn. 


If love make me forsworn, hew shall I swear fé love ? 

SAlh, never faith could hold, if not fo beauly Yowed ! 
Though f myself forsworn, to thee I'll faithful prove : 

hese thoughts lo me Were oaks, fo thee like osiers bowed. 
Shidy his bias leaves, and makes his book thine eyes, 

Where all those pleasures lide thal arf Would comprehend : 
If knowledge be the mark, 16 know thee shall suffice : 

Well learned is thal longue thal will eVer thee commend ; 
All iqgnoran! Ihal soul that sees thee willjoul Wonder ; 

(Which is Id me some praise, lkal lhy parls admire i). 
Thine cye Jove's ligh!ning bears, thy Voice his dreadful thunder, 

Which, nol fo anger benl, is music, and sweel fire. 
Celeslial as thou af, oly pardon, love, this wrong, 
Phat sings heaven's praise wilh such an earthly fongue | 


Passionate Pilgrim ix. 


JOg On, jog on. 


Jeg on, J°g on, the footpath way, | A merry heart gees all the day, 
Your sad fires in a mile-a. 


And merrily hent the stile-a : r 
Winters Tale, Activ. Scene 2. 


Come unto these Yellow Sands. 


Eome unfé these yellow sands, Plarks, harls | 

And then take hands ; : he wafch-de s bark : 
€ourt'sied when you have, and kiss'd, ark, harks ! eae 

(The wild Waves whist,) The strain of sfruffing chanficleer 
Root il eally here and thére ; ry, €ock-a-doodle-doo. 


And, sweel sprilés, the burden bear. Tempest, Act i. Scene 2. 


Some glory in their Birth. 


roel 
i Kae Sorje glory in their birth, some in their slsill, 
= =a a,  )X » Some in their wealth, some in their body's force +: 
bs Boake . Seme in their garmenfs, though new-fangled ill ; 
— Hi, mn Some in their hawks and hounds. some in their horse 
“33 


And every humour hath his adjuneél pleasure, 
Wherein if finds a Joy above the rest: 
Jout these parficulars are nol my measure. 
All these | betfér in one generol besl. 
Thy love is hbetlér than high birlh fc me. 
Richer than wealth, prouder than garments’ cosl, 
Of more delight than hawks or horses he : 
And, having thee, of all men's pride I boast : 
Wretched in this alone, that theu may sl fake 
All this away, and me most wretched make. 


Sonnet xci. 


For the Rain it raineth every day. 


When that | Was and a little finy boy, 
With hey, ho, the sind and thé rain, 
Al foolish thing was bul a loy, 
Ror the rat if rainelh every day. 


[dul when | came [6 man’s esfafe, 
With hey, he, the wind and the rain, 
Gains! knave and thief men shut their gale. 
Ror thé rain if rainelh every day. 


[out when came, alas ! lo wive, 
Wath hey, ho, thé wind and the rain, 
[By swaggering could | never thrive, 
Ror thé rain if rainelh every day. 
[out when | came unld my bed, 
With hey, ho, thé wind and thé rain, 
With loss-pols sfill had drunken head, 
Ror the rain if rainelh ewery day. 
J\ greal while ago the world bequn, 
With hey, ho, thé wind and ihé ram, 
out {hat ’s all one, our play is done, 
And we'll sirive {6 please you every day. 
Twelfth Night, Act 7. Scene 5. 


Art thou God to Shepherd turned ? 


Art thou god {6 shepherd turned, 
Why, thy godhead laid aparl, 
Warrest thou will « Weman's hearl ? 
Whiles thé eye of man di d woo me, 
hat could do no Vengeance fo me. 
If the scorn of your bright eyne 

Have power fo raise such love in mine. 
Allack, in me what strange effect 
Would they work i iD mild aspecl ? 
Whiles you chid me, | did love ; 
How then might your prayers move ? 
fe that brings this love flo thee. 
Liftle knows this lowe i In me: 
And by him seal up thy mind : 
Whether that thy youth and kind 
Will the faithful offer fake 
Of me, and all that I can make ; 
Qr else by him my love deny, 
Elnd thén I'll shidy how le die. 

As You Like It, Act iv, Scene 3. 


Plumpy Bacchus. 


Eome, thoi monarch of the vine. 
Plumpy [acchus, with pink eyno: 

In thy Wals our cares be drown'd ; 
With thy grapes our hairs be crovn’d ; 
Eup us, till the world go round ; 

Eup us, till the world go round ! 


Antony and Cleopatra, Act ti. Scene 2. 


When Icicles hang by the Wall. 


When icicles hang by the wall, 

J\yd Dick the shepherd blows his nai 
{Ind Yen bears logs inte the hall. 

{lod milk comes frozen home in pall 
Whepsbledinc. ni amilmeemniess: be fel 
Then nighily sings the slaring owl. 

Yo who : 
Ylu:whil, lo Who, a merry nole, 
While greasy Joan dolh keel the pol. 


Lowe's Labour's Lost, Act v. Scene 2. 


And let me the Canakin elink. 


And lel me the canakin clink, clink ; 
Jind let me the canakin clink 
Al soldier's a man: 
A life ‘s bul a span 
Why then. lef a soldier drink. 
Othello, Act ti. Scene 
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It was a Lover and his Lass. 


It Was a lover and his lass, 

With a hey. and a he, and a hey Nonino, 
hai o'er lhe green corn-field did pass 

In the spring linje, the only prelly Ping lime. 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding : 
Sweel lovers love the spring. 


JactWeen the acres of the ryc, 

With « hey. and a ho, and a hey Nonino, 
hese prefly counlry folks would lie, 

In spring lime, Gc. 
ffhis carol they beqan thal hour. 

\With a hey, and a ho, and «a hey Nonino, 
How thal « life was bul a flower. 


In spring lime, Gc. 


S\nd therefore lake the presen! time. 
With « hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
Ror love is crowned wilh the prime. 


l s ri {i e, &c. 
) Spring /1n) ~ As you Like i, Act 5. Scene 3. 
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Pow the Rungry Lion roars. 


Pow the hungry lion roars, 
Alnd the wolf behowls the Moon : 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores. 
All with weary tasls fordone. 
Bow thé wasléd brands do glow. 
Whils! the scrilch-ow, scrifching loud, 
Puls the wrelch that lies in wee. 
In remembrance of a shroud. 
Pow if is thé lime of nighl 
That the graves, all gaping wide. 
Everyone lefs forth his sprilé, 
In the churchway paths lo alide : 
ind we fairies, that do run 
jay the triple Heeate’s lean. 
Rrom the presence of the sun, 
Following darkness like a dream. 
Dow are frolic ; nof a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallowed house : 
] am sent wilh broem before, 
Yio sweep the dus! behind the door. 


Midsummer Nights Dream, Act v. Scene 2. 


Sigh no more, Ladies. 


Sigh no mere, ladies, sigh no mere : 
Maen were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in sea, and one on shere, 
Tro one thing conslanf never: 
Phen sigh nel se, 
Jaut lef thém go, 
Alnd be you blithe and bonny ; 
Converting all your sounds of weoc 


Inté, ey nonny, nenny. 


Sing no more diltiés, sing no more 
Of dumps so dull and heavy : 
The fraud of men was ever so. 
Inee summer first was leavy. 
Then sigh nol so. 
[ut let thém go, 
Alnd be you blithé and bonny : 


Converting all your sounds of woe 


Info, ey Nonny, nenny. 


. Nis a, 


Pe ee 


Much Ado about Nothing, Act ii. Scene 3. 


And will he not come again? 


J\nd will he nol come again 2 
Alnd will be nel come again ? . 
Fo, no, he is dead, 
Go lo thy deall-bed, 


HH. never will come again. 


His beard was as Whilé as snow, 
J\li flaxen was his poll : 
He IS gone, he is gone, 
Alnd we cast away mean ; 
God ‘a’ mercy on his soul ! 


Hamlet, Act iv. Scene 5. 


Cupid Asleep. 


@upid laid by his brand, and fell asleep : 

Al maid of Dian’s this advantége found, 

And his love-kindling frre did quickly sleep 

In cold-valley founfartn of that ground : 

Which berrow'd from this holy fire of Lsove 

a datéless-lively heat, sfill fo endure, 

Alnd grew a seething batt, which yet men prove 

Algains! sfrange maladies a sovereign cure, 

faut af my mistress’ eye Love's brand new-fir'd. 

The boy for frial needs would fouch my breast ; 

IIp sich, viilbal, the help of balk desir'd, 

“Alnd thither bied, a sad disfémper'd guest, 

[But found ne cure: the bath fer my help lies 

Where Cupid gol new frre, —my mistress eyes. 
Sonnet cliti. 


drder the Greenwood Tree. 


Clnder tke qreenweed free 

Whoe loves {6 lic with me, 

And Hine his merry nolé 

Clyto the sweet bird’s throat, 

Come hither, come hither, come hilher : 

Here shall he see | 
Po enemy. 

[Sul winter and rough weaker. 


Who doth ambilion shun, 


And loves fo live 1’ the sun, f 
Secking the food be eals, j 
And pleased wilh wheal he gels | 
Come hilker. come hither, come hither : a3 
Here shall he see » 
Bo enemy, 
[aul wWinlér and rough weather. + 
As you Like it, Act it, Scene 5. 7 


Over hill, over Dale. 


Qver bill, over dale, 
Phorough bush, thorough briar, 
Qver park, over pale, 
Thorou h fleed, thorough fire, 
] do wan er everywhere, 
Swiiflér then the meon’s sphere ; 
£ I serve the fairy queen, 
o dew her orbs upon the green, 
Phe cowslips fall her pensioners be; 
In their gold ceals spois you see, 
These be rubies, fairy favours, 
In those freckles lide their savours : 
I must go seeks some dewdrops here, 
And hang « pearl in every cowslip’s car. 
Midsummer Night's Dream, Act ti. Scene ¥. 


PS 


Sleepest op wakest thou, jolly Shepherd ? 


Sleepest or Wakest thou, jolly Shepherd ? 
Thy sheep be in the corn ; 
And for one blasl of thy minilsin njouth. 


Thy sheep shall false no harm. 


King Lear, Act iii. Scene 6, 


Ag a decrepit Father takes delight. 


Als a decrepif father fakes delight 
To see bis active child do deeds of youth, 
Se |, made lame by forfune’s dearest spilé, 
Lake all my comforl of thy worth and trulk ; 
Ror whethér beauly, birth. or wealth, or wil. 
Or any of these all, or all, or more, 
Rofitled in thy parts do crowned sit. 


| make my love enarafléd to this store : 


So thén | am nof lame. poor. nor despis d 


Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give, 
bat I in thy abundance an suffic'd, 
And by a parl of all thy glory live. 
Look whal is best, that best I wish in thee : 
This wish | have : then fern fimes happy me ! 


Sonnet MXN. 


Rark! hark! the Lark. 
Hark! bark! the lark at heaven's galé sings, 
Bld reba ta gaatiae, 
lis steéds fo Walter al thésé springs 
Ge phaleeed Hosttava that lies? - 
And Winking Mary-buds begin 
Yo ope their golden eyes : 
With everything thal pretty bin 
TB)y lady swWeel, arise ; 


Alrise, arise, 


Cymbeline, Act 11. Scene 3. 


Caliban’s Song. 


As more dams | ‘II make for fish : 

Poor felch i) firing 

| requiring, 

Dor scrape trencher, nor wash dish : 

Ban. ‘Joan. Ca—Caliban 

Has a new mastér—Gel a new man. 
Preedom, hey-day id hey-day, Rreedom | 
Precedom,. hey day, Freedom ! : 

Tempest, Act ti. Scene 2. 


Come away, come away, Death. 


Eome away, come away, death, 
Alnd i in sad cypress lef me be laid ; 
Rly away, fly away, breath ; 
an) slain by a fair cruel maid, 
[Ny shroud of white, shick all with yew, 
Q prepare if ! 
[My part of death, no one so frue 
Did share if. 


Dot a flower, nol a flower sweel, 
Qn my blacks coffin let thére be strown ; 
Bot a friend, nol a friend greel 
Ay aay corpse, where my bones shall be ikhrown : 
Al thousand thousand sighs to save, 
[say ne, Q, where 
Sad frue lover never find my grave, 
Tfo weep there ! 
Twelfth Night, Act ii, Scene 4. 


You Spotted Snakes. 


le 


Vou spotted snakes, with double longue, 
Pborny hedge- hogs be nol seen ; 
Dewls. and blind-worms, do no wrong : 


Come jot near our fairy qucen,. 


Chorus. 


faldletyel) with inelody, 
Sing in our sweel lullaby : 

Isullo. lulle. lullaby : lulla. lulla. lullaby : 
Merete wad cee en chore 


Come our lovely lady nigh : 
So. good nighI, wilh lullaby. 


You Spotted Snakes. 


Il. 
Weaving spiders, come nol here : 


ence, you long-legged spinners, hence ; 
[Beetles black, approach nol near: 
Worm, nor snail, do no offence. 


Chorus. 


Philomel, wilh melody, 
Sing in our sweet lullaby : 

Isulla, lulla, lullaby : lulla, lulla, lullaby ; 
Dever, harm, nor spell ner charm, 
Come our lovely lady nigh ; 

So, good nighf, wilk lullaby. 


Midsummer Night's Dream, Act ii. Scene 3. 


Who is Silvia? 


Dalene Site Pathel iacshe; eeseedice aheusilain® 
bciiellteuna@exetcemmend hex? Reribeeuty lives with) kigdnces 

Palycitamncenditiae Sa she. Gevetdathilatieherestue pair 
Whe thsedene sechiqmace aid lend! ber, Te lelpihinial bie slinduess 

het she mighl admired be Elnd. being helped. inhabits there 


Then lo Oilvia lel us sing. 
Thal Silvia is excelling 
She excels each mertal thing, 


Clpon the dull earth dwelling 
Yio her lef us garlands bring. 


Two Gentlemen of Verona, dct iw. Scene 2, 
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The Poor Soul sat sighing. 


Phe poor soul sal sighing by a sycamore Iree. 
Sing all « green willow : 

Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee, 
Sing willow, willow, willow. 

fhe fresh sireams ran by her, and murmured her means ; 

Sing willow, willow, willow. 

Her salf fears fell fron her, and soflened the slones ; 
Sing willow, willow, willow : 

Sing all a green willow mus! be my garland. 


Othello, Act iv. Scene 3. 


Fear no more the heat o’ the Sun. 


Rear no more the heat ° the sun, 

Bor the furious winlér's rages : 
Thou thy worldly tasls hast done, 

; ome art gone, and la’en thy wages : 
Golden lads and girls all musl, 
Gs chimney-sweepers come fo dust. 


Rear no more the frown o the greal, 
PEhou ar! past tke lyrant’s slroke : 
€are no more fo clothe and eat ; 
Jfo thee the reed is as the oak, : 
Phe sceplre, learning, physic, musi 
All fellow this, and come 16 dusl. 


Rear no more the lightping-[lash, 
Bor the all-dreaded thunder-sténe ; 
Rear nol slander, censure rash : 
Phou hast finish'd joy and moan ; 
All lovers young, all lovers mus! 
Consign fo thee, and come [6 dusl. 
Cymbeline, Act iv. Scene 2. 


Crabbed Age and Youth. 


Erabbed age and youlk 
Eannof live logethéer ; 
Vouth Is full of pleasance, 
Age 1S full of care : 
Vouth like summer morn, 
Alge like wWinler weather : 
Youth like summer brave, 
Age like winfer bare. 


Youth Is full of sporl, Age, I do abhor thee. 
Age's breath is short : = ae Youth, | do adore thee : 
Vouth is nimble, age iS lemne. ; C-¥ i? Ve QO my love, my love is young 
Youth tS hef and bold, f A Age. l do defy thee : 
Alge is weak and cold ; Q sweel shepherd, bie thee, 


Vouth is wild, and age 1s fame’ ff y Ror melhinks thou slayesl foo long 


Passionate Pilgrim, wv. 
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